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drizzling rain, a street of tall, dingy, grey houses, and a boy, his day's work done, bounding upstairs three steps at a time to a cosy kitchen where the tea is spread, where work-roughened hands at his coming lift the brpwn teapot from the hob, and a kind mother's voice welcomes him home -at the end of the day. , . .
Autolycus   has  knocked   at  the  door   to   say " Master's come " (he likes to be very European with me so doesn't call him Sahib), and 1 must go to tea,   To-morrow Boggley is taking ttie whole day off and we have got it all planned out, every minute of "it.   In the morning we shall drive in a tikka-gharry   to   the   Stores   to   buy  some   final necessaries (such as soap and tooth-powder), then to Pcliti's to eat ices, then to the shop in Park Street so that Boggley may get me a delayed birthday present, then round and round the Maidan. Then we shall go to luncheon at the Townleys and go on with them to Tollygunge for golf.   Then we are going to tea with some people who are taking us a motor run.   Then we go to a farewell dinner at the Ormondes1,   Then we shall go to bed. Bless you, my dear.